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P.N.E.U. NOTES. 


lectures, and judging from the many inquiries made as to when the lectures 
are to begin again, the Hon. Sec. feels that the audience were pleased and 
interested. The lectures are free to all non-members who wish to find out 
for themselves what the “ Parents’ Union ” is and does. All members of 
neighbouring branches who care to attend will also be very welcome, if 
they will kindly communicate with the Hon. Sec., Mrs. F. Fawssett, 
83, High Street, Lewes. 

Reading.— Natural History Club. On Sept. 21st, we held our last 
Summer Excursion. Mr. and Mrs. Francis Bate most kindly invited us to 
Bucklebury. To our great disappointment the day was very wet and only 
ten of us were vailiant enough to set forth. But those who did go enjoyed 
the day very much. From Aldermaston station we drove up to the Common 
and spent some lime there botanizing. After a most hospitable tea at 
Mr. Bate’s house, Mr. H. M. Wallis gave us a most interesting talk about 
“ White Owls,” which he had been watching in his barn during the 
summer. He had seen them breed their family and told us many amusing 
stories about them. The Children's Quarterly is issued by the Reading- 
Branch Natural History Club, price 2s. 2d., post free for the year, or 6 %d. per 
copy. It should be ordered from Mrs. Stanley Hayward, Hazelwood, 
Kendrick Road, Reading. There is also a Quarterly Portfolio of paintings, 
particulars of which can be obtained from Mrs. Hart-Davis, Dunsden Vicar- 
age, Reading. The Botanical Portfolio is managed by Dr. Stansfield, 120, 
Oxford Road, Reading. Instructions as to quarterly subjects of study for 
these portfolios are printed in The Children's Quarterly. 

Wanstead and Woodford.— Nov. 22nd (by kind invitation of Mrs. 
Arnold Hills, Monkhams, Woodford), Mr. Olive will read a paper on ** The 
loss of sympathy between parents and children.” Tea at 4 o’clock. 
Lecture at 4.30. Each member is invited to bring a friend.— Dec. 5th (by 
kind invitation of Mrs. Pinchin, “ Lynton,” Grove Park, Wanstead), Mrs. 
Hayter will read selections from Miss Mason’s Home Education 
Discussion to follow. Tea at 4 o’clock. Reading 4.30. Each member is 
invited to bring a friend.-Feb., Paper by Mrs. Clement Parsons, “ The 
right spending of money. ” 

VVmBLEDON.— A course of lectures to young people will be delivered at 

4 n C m o Th W w bl a d0n ’ ° n Thursda y s > beginning on Nov. 7 th, at 

Wilson F?, T u V 0 S Creation - Par t II.,” by Mr. Cecil Carus- 

popular wkh th ' C °, UrSe giVen by Carus -Wilson was most 

popular with the young people and their parents, illustrated as it was 

aLnt d tS SlidCS R “T? *' h ° Ped that this — ^ be « we” 

sr a,e ' 

.he t c r M r r h 0ct ' 5 ‘ h ’ ror 

sasjfar °ir u r r* 

meeting rbeing a'aVed a p piedation . A larger 
will be able to give the addres ° V u When 1S hoped Mrs Franklin 
formed. & addr6SS ’ and that the local committee may be 
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POEMS OF MOTHER AND CHILD. 

By the Editor. 


I. 


“ jUnto vus a (£ljtC6 ts Born.” 
“ {SBriot in won, the 


All his rest is on her arm ; 

She, his only shield from harm ; 
She doth his sole meat supply ; 
All his joy is in her eye. 

Helpless, that is not his care ; 

A burden, she is strong to bear ; 
Fragile, will not she forefend r 
Ailing — soft, her love shall tend. 


Jesus, Saviour, Son of man, 

Who earnest, Infant of a span, 

Was Mary thy one mother mild, 

Or art thou ever born a Child f 
My trembling heart doth in me burn; 
There, perchance, shall I discern, 
Though the stall be all defied,— 

The tender form of Christ the Chi) . 


Is there One, a little One, 

Who lieth sweetly as a son— 

All His meat, the Father’s grace, 
All His joy, the Father’s face ; 


Rueing not His feeble state. 

Fearing not the ills that wait, 

Safe, nor asking why, nor how 

Jesus, then, not I, but 10U . 

Other fearsome inmates there; 

Evil dragons, giant Care ; 

^ ^ . lea id 
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VOIi. XII. — NO. 12 


POEMS OF MOTHER AN D CHILD. 

II. 

“<$>f sttcfi is ffl£ ^mgdom. 

In the Kingdom are the children ; 

You may read it in their eyes ; 

All the freedom of the Kingdom 
In their careless humour lies. 

Very winsome are the children,— 

Yet what merit in their grace r 
Small the pains they take for goodness, 
Scarcely know they Duty’s face. 

Frail and faulty little lieges — 

Yet well-pleasing to their King . 

Not much thought they take to seive Him ; 
Yet, the chosen Offering bring. 

Ours, the weary, long endeavour ; 

Theirs, the happy entering in ; 

Ours, to strive and wait and labour ; 

Theirs, to joy before the King ! 

“ Except ye be as the children, 

Have ye in my courts no place ” : — 

Lord, how meekly would we ponder 
The glad secret of their grace ! 

Not in holy, painful living ; 

Not in tears, nor e’en in prayers ; 

Not in white days, free from sinning, 

No such perfectness is theirs. 

What do they to take the Kingdom r 
Only this they leave undone — 

Suffering Christ, the King, within them, 

-l hey in nought invade his throne. 

On the children’s brows no witness 
That themselves do fill their thought ; 

In the children’s hearts no strivings 
I hat to them be honour brought. 

Wherefore finds the King an entrance ; 
Freely goes Fie out and in; 
eds the gladness of His presence ; 
nr the babes doth victory win ! 
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III. 


“ § write unto pou, tittle djifdtm, 
Itttonnt tbe father. ” 


Because pe Bare 


“ gf write unto pou, tittle children, Because pour sms 
are for CJ inert pou for Bis name’s salie.” 

“JUtd now, tittle children, abide in l)im ” 

Ye children, unto you I write: 

Not strong to overcome are ye, 

Faithful to strive, nor wise to flee ; — 

But your weak coming was in Light! 

Ye see ; though not your feeble thought 
Can shape the knowledge Light has brought, 

Yet have ye known the Father, long from wisdom hid. 


An older breast with pity swells 

For babe in this rude world bereft 
Of parent love ; all des’late left ! 

Uncareful and at ease he dwells ; 

He knows, yet knows not that he knows, 

A care that bears him as he goes, 

The Father he discerns and smiles all fear amid ! 


And children, unto you I write! 

Ah, not the shining of FIis face 
Nor enfolding of the Father’s grace 
Has kept your garments wholly white. 

Poor babes, ye sin— for strong is il , 

And small your might and weak your w.ll- 
Lo, swift forgiveness lifts anew to is em ra 

For not on you the burden lies: 

A gracious cloud, a tender tear 
Is all ye know of hireling tear , 

Then into joy again do rise: 

Your angels evermore behold your Fathers lace. 

For ah, wise little ones, ve know 

To take the OfTring at the door,^ 

Nor question aught nor te ( 

But enter, free as winds that blow^ 

Wherefore, O little ones, , 

P at d u °s. k yTbe°0 chMren of His grace! 
For loving must ye De, 
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IV. 

“(Smiie Hie disciples mtfc> Sesits, saving, ^SHo is Ifie 
greatest iit Hie kingdom of ilicawn ? 

“ Jlitd Resits cuffed a fit f fe cliil'd imfo Him. cmd set Him 
in Hie midst of Hiem.” 

Weigh his estate and thine: accustom’d, he, 

To all sweet courtly usage that obtains 

Where dwells the King. How, with thy utmost pains, 

Canst thou produce what shall full worthy be r 

One ‘‘greatest in the kingdom” is with thee, 

Whose spirit yet beholds the Father’s face, 

And, thence replenish’d, glows with constant grace: 
lake fearful heed lest he despised be ! 

Order thy goings softly, as before 
A Prince ; nor let thee out, unmannerly, 

In thy rude moods and irritable: more/ 

Beware lest round him wind of words rave free 
Refrain thee: see thy speech be sweet and rare: 

Ihy ways, considered; and thine aspect, fair. 
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V. 

“ (SHese CHU'e once. mliicB BeCtene in me.” 

“JHttlc children . . . pe Have tmowm Hie ^atlier.” 

“ p)u t of tlie months of BaHess and sue tilings Hast tBou 
perfected praise.” 

“^Heir aitgefs do a lumps BeHofd tlie face of fattier.” 


I sat at my young son’s feet — 

Sat low by my sleeping boy — 

Much pond’ring the high-born air he wore, 

As of native claim on joy. 

Sure not of his father or me 

Was he made thus free of the earth; 

Ah, were we at large! but the hours confine,— 
Knows he a loftier birth ? 


Great is the mystery! yea— 

How little, O babe, art thou mine ! 

A halo surrounds and divides thee, 

Living Words about thee shine! 

All faith and hid knowledge, thine— 

My little one, how can it be r 
When sing st thou those perfect praises- 
The Father, where dost thou seer 


Thy Guardian waiteth ever 

On the face of our God for light, 
Li rrVi thv estate! 


rA little Qnn. 
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2 . 


I slept. As one bends to waken 
A harp, so gave voice to my pain 
The angel in ward ; “ Wherefore troubled ? 
Thy boy’s state, is’t not all gain r ” 

“ Yea ! all my breath is thanksgiving, 

This heart lives in song for the grace ; 
Yet at moments a pang, — sure not envy ? 
Comes with the light on his face. 


‘ To thine angel-state ’twere easy 

To win fullest thought of the Lord ; 

baith, to us, the torn wafture of storms: these 

‘ Believe they on Me, ’ His word ! 

1 Sa y thou ! these simple, how search they 
The mystery of things unseen r 
By what wit can they know to trust Him 
Whose Name, scarce lisp they, I ween?” 


Na y» m °ther, thy heart best answers; 

Is there any in all the wide land 
So utterly trusts thee and worships, 
So keepeth him in thine hand, 


s me babe who not yet calls thee, 
Nor knows any name for his joy ? 
us serene in the hand of the King, 
I he simple soul of thy boy!” 
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VI. 


Jt '§8irtBbat? rfiettcr to Smsic. 

My news is of a King — a King so sweet 
That might she place her low stool at His feet, 
And sit and watch His face the live-long day, 

“ My happiest birthday this,” would Susie say. 

But that, for wisest reasons, may not be; 

At least, not yet. A mighty King is He, 

And everything He wishes He can do ; 

So ’tis His pleasure oft to visit you, 

And every little child whose name He knows. 

But, that you may be in your week-day clothes, 
And may behave as you do every day, 

And not for company your best display, 

He places His dear hand upon your eyes, 

And holds them so— tho’ things of shape and size 
You see quite well — you cannot tell when e 
Is standing by, and so your thoughts are free, 
And He sL'just what ktnd of chi.d you are. 


But there is more to tell and better far: 

You know He is a King; but, ah, ™ tp ™ d 
Not palace bright where many ser war its crowd 
He chooses for his dwelling : the least ^room, 
The tiniest house that anyv\ ere 


A little maiden’s heart, is not ^ujhome. 
For Him to enter in and ma 


You wonder tha7 H e can :-the King may come, 

Because He is so> quite still, 
And, if you watch f H yQur heart , 

You’ll oft find Some On g 


Y ° u ’ll oft tina - - ^ the better part , 

Not selfish, disobedient, ct^or face s0 fair, 

And when He comes, „ The King is there 

Your friends are glad and say, 


I 


a 
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VII. 

‘ ‘ sbciff offcmS one of ffieae ftfffe ones mlncl) 

Oefieoe in me, if mere better for Him ” 

“Our thoughts are for him: his dear weal, the end 
Our cares pursue; wherein shall love offend?” 

“ OfFenceless, love, that duty doth intend.” 

Recall, when soul of Law convinced did rise 
For baby-trespass to thy startled sight ; 

How, shamed, the wee transgressor sunk his eyes 
Knowing beyond thy knowledge of the right, 

And meek ’neath thy chastisement. Keep him now 
Under the Law as then ; that, as he grows, 

“ Due followeth deed in course,” the rule he knows 
His times t’ interpret. And, Law-compell’d be thou, 

Nor drop some heedless trespass in his way, 

That, stumbling over, his weak knees shall fail. 

Offence shall come ! but do not thou betray 
His soul to sin. Yet, oh, without the pale 
Of love’s sweet use, no banishment accord 
For any sake — lest thou malign thy Lord ! 


VIII. 


gurcmdmoffKVs "gtebe. 


As they are wariest guides who most have met 

Iischanee themseives, thy mother’s slips may yet 
she„ th f daughter> places to esc P ew y y« 

And fl W „ a mother_w alk, but perilous! 

Tho heldTeL f ,he Pr0gress hazardous, 

Hut th £ nms chance on bitter rue ' 

A man°fro7,h’To h rd er ’ g ' ad ’ haSt ta ’ e " 

Of diffidence- safety’s V V tlat h wholesome pain 
Danger avoWs y S °‘ e pled S e . for here, 

So h g oTd"ry tur'neTt keePS ’ ,B fear ! ' 

Waiting the fall of counseTT’ “ A ? rU ear ‘ h ’ 

Who hath so graced th .’ “ vain - 

WU. no, His wisdom's w«eV„ “raim th ’ 


A GERMAN CHRISTMAS EVE. 

By Michael Fairless. 


It was intensely cold ; bather Rhine was frozen over, so he 
may speak for it ; and for days we had lived to the merrv 
jangle and clang of innumerable sleigh bells, in a white and 
frost-bound world. As I passed through the streets, crowded 
with stolidly admiring peasants from the villages round, I 
caught the dear remembered “ Gruss Gott ” and “ All’ Heil ” 
of the countryside, which town life quickly stamps out along 
with many other gentle observances. 

“ Gelobt sei Jesu Christ!” cried little Sister Hilarius, 
coming on me suddenly at a corner, her round face aglow 
with the sharp air, her arms filled with queer-shaped bundles. 
She begs for her sick poor as she goes along— meat here, 
some bread there, a bottle of good red wine : I fancy few refuse 
her. She nursed me once, the good little sister, with 
unceasing care and devotion, and all the dignity of a scant 
five feet. “ Ach, Du lieber Gott, such gifts ! ” she added, 
with a radiant smile, and vanished up a dirty stairway. 

In the Quergasse a jay fell dead at my feet-one of the 
many birds which perished thus : he had flown townwards 
too late. Up at the Jagdschloss the wild creatures, crying a 
common truce of hunger, trooped each day to the c ^ 

the Jaeger’s cottage for the food spread for the “‘ * u 

tusked boar of the Taunus with his brother of W*tph^, 
the timid roe deer with her scarcely raver ma , > ^ 

rabbits, feathered game, and tiny songbtrds 
gathered fearlessly together and fed at the ha 
common enemy— a millennial banquet tru y. Chr istmas 

The market-place was crowded, and .there > we ^ ^ 

trees everywhere, crying alou< in us shawls, with 

rightful fruit. The old peasant ^women Mmb 

large handkerchiefs tied over braziers while ,hey guarded 
and withered hands over w hose pent roofs 

the gaily decked treasure-laden 

Father Winter had hung a fringe g ^ tQ Chr i stm as- 
Manyof the stalls were entirely g silver Engelshaar, 




